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Waking Up 


Author's Notes: 
This was originally supposed to be a one shot but it got very, very long so I'm posting it in chapters instead. 


Fuckin’ hell, my head. Richie grumbled in agony as he rolled over in the small space of the hotel room bed, 
nearly causing him to fall out of said miniature bed, his legs tangled up in the sheets. He rubbed at his 
temples, fighting against the urge to open his eyes but failing miserably, and groaning all over again. The light 
stung his redrimmed eyes like a million tiny needles, like grains of sand and salt, as he nausea seeped in and 


tilted his reality sideways. 
Fuck. 


Shutting his eyes once again to let the darkness soothe his aching skull, he took a minute or two - or maybe 
fifteen - to wake up before he looked again. This time his head felt slightly better, but he made no attempt to 
move, knowing that once he did move to actually make an effort to get out of bed he'd end up feeling sick. 
With the number of drinks he'd had the night before he wasn't surprised. His memory was a blank as a fresh 
white page when he tried to update himself of what had went down. 


Richie took in the appearance of the hotel room itself. It didn't look as much a mess as he'd expected, there 
was the usual amount of empty beer bottles, and sneakers, and dirty laundry littered across the floor - both 


his Jon's as was usually the case when they shared a room. There were empty cigarette packs, too. 


Richie ran a clammy hand across his face and through his disheveled chestnut hair as he glanced over at 
Jon's bed. It was empty, the sheets not untouched but they didn't look like they'd been slept on. Richie assumed 
Jon had gotten as shitfaced as he had, and if that was the case the bed too would look like hell, so most 
probably Jon had spent the night in the arms of either a groupie or a fan. 


Despite the fact that he knew it was going to change the moment he stood on his two feet - he'd probably 
have to clumsily stumble to the bathroom and stick his head down the toilet - Richie felt hungry. His belly 
grumbled persistently, and sighing Richie sat up in bed, burying his face in his hands as the sickness was 


awakened. That's when he felt the mattress shift. 


Richie was pretty startled to say the least, he wondered why he hadn't noticed the fact that the bed was 

occupied by another person in the first place. He didn't remember bringing any girl with him, but then again 
that wasn't exactly news. It had happened more times than he cared to count in the past already. He shifted 
just a bit to take a peak over his shoulder at whoever the quest he'd invited into his bed the previous night 


was. 


The other person was hidden beneath a heap of rumpled sheets, the sheets that weren't currently still tangled 
around Richie's too long legs. As he put his feet on the floor, the sheets followed, exposing a mop of thick 
auburn strands above the hem of the blanket. Along with a smooth, muscular arm thrown over the face of 
his companion. Along with a strong, slim and tan back that was way too broad and way too familiar looking to 
belong to a petite woman. Richie's heart skipped a beat and he felt his stomach tighten in the most 


uncomfortable manner. He'd recognize that body anywhere, at any time. 


The shock was enough to send Richie scrambling out of bed, the sheets that were still trapped beneath the 
sleeping form getting caught around his ankles and sending him plummeting to the floor, only now realizing that 
he was naked. He felt his face turn red, his cheeks burning hot as his eyes fixed themselves on the man in his 
bed. The naked man in his bed. He could easily discern the tattoo of the taurus on the man's right shoulder, 


the curve of the waist and even part of that round, perfect ass was now in full view. 


Fuck! Richie felt like he couldn't breathe, like he was about to hyperventilate and he gasped for air, suffocating 
on oxygen 

Jon was in his bed. Jon was naked in his bed. He'd been naked in his bed with Jon, his best friend, his band 
mate, the front man. Just what had actually happened the night before? Richie wasn't given much more time 
to think when the small singer began to move, letting out a low moan that let Richie know he was probably 
suffering the same hangover symptoms he was, but it also sent a small electrical bolt of lust straight 


towards the guitarist's groin which made his body tingle. 


For the first time in his life Richie actually thanked the fact that he felt the bile rise in his throat - triggered 


by the shock it seemed - since it gave him an actual reason to bolt out of the scene, thoughtful and with just 
enough time to grab his briefs, darting towards the huge hotel bathroom. He made it right on time before 
hurling, the foul taste of his stomach contents enough to make his morning a million times worse than it 
already was. When he was finished he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and flushed, sitting back 


against the wall with his underwear forgotten next to him on the cold tile floor. 
‘Jesus Christ.. forgive me, sweet Jesus.’ Richie mumbled, trying to make some sense. 


He didn't remember taking Jon to bed, he didn't remember anything, maybe they'd just shared a mutual 
groupie? He knew they'd done their utmost not to let that happen up to this point, but he also knew that they 
were both prone to losing their judgement when drunk, even the almost prudishly picky Jon became a tart and 
an easy target. He himself already was a sexual fiend, he didn't have to be drunk to say yes to any good 
looking woman that wanted a piece of him. 


But the idea he'd come up with didn't ring well with his brain, it didn't feel like it fit into the bigger picture. He 
felt his hands tremble, forcing them to stay almost still as he remembered that he was supposed to put his 
briefs on. Performing that task, he struggled to get up, using the doorhandle and the toilet seat as leverage 
while he pulled himself up onto wobbly and unsteady long legs. He stood in front of the sink to first wash his 
hands properly, the strong scent of the soap Jon had brought along - he always did, Richie never understood 
why when there was always accessible hotel room soap to use - stung his nose. He drank of the faucet water 


to get rid of the disgusting taste invading his mouth, and then proceeded to wash his face. 


The thought never left his head though, never disappeared from his mind, and why would it? Jon was quite 
possibly still in his bed, quite possibly awake and most likely just as freaked out as he was. Why were they 
freaked out? None of them even knew what had happened, or if anything had happened, they might just as well 


have fallen asleep together. 
‘Yeah, sure, ‘cause you just happen to fall asleep naked with you best friend." Richie muttered to himself. 


He glanced into the mirror of the bathroom cabinet. He looked like shit. Dark bags under his eyes, and the 
smeared eyeliner helped enhancing the shadow. His hair was a tangled mess of hairspray and sweat and God 
knows what else might have come into contact with his chestnut strands. His lips were scabbed and swollen, 
they definitely looked well used and like he'd had his fair share of rough kissing the night before, the side of 
his neck peppered with dark rosy hickeys. Richie sighed and felt that uncomfortable sinking feeling in his belly 
once again, wondered against his will whether Jon's lips would bear the same rosy shade of red, whether Jon's 


skin would show any signs of hickeys or teethmarks. 


A sudden, almost hesitant knock on the open door startled Richie out of his reverie, and as he spun around to 
face the door opening to the left along to allow the person who'd interrupted him in, he knocked over the soap 
bottle and several cans of hairspray that he assumed were Jon's because he always kept his own in his 
travelling bags. They fell to the floor and down into the sink with a loud, shrieking metallic sound which rung in 
Richie's ears and made his face cringe, getting down on his knees to pick everything up, grabbing one can in 
each hand, though he froze and made no further attempt to put them back in their places once he glanced up 


to lay eyes upon the younger man's face. 


The singer was clad in boxershorts - probably thrown on for the sake of modesty since Richie already knew 
Jon was not overly fond of their confines, he prefered going commando - and a worn black T-shirt where the 
logo had faded into oblivion. his hair was matted and just as much of a bird's nest as Richie's own, and just as 
Richie had assumed his lips bore the same cherry red shade as his. Just as he'd assumed, Jon's neck was 
sprinkled with dark, bruise-like hickeys all the way up to and along the jawline. At that thought Richie 
absentmindedly licked his bottom lip. But that wasn't what got to him, it was Jon's posture, the way he didn't 
seem uncomfortable but rather shy. Now, to anyone that really knew Jon, they'd tell you Jon was a shy boy 
despite the facade he put on for the press or the fans. But to Richie, who'd been Jon's best friend for three 
years and counting, Jon was always easy going and open and honest. This was not the Jon he was used to, and 
it scared him. 


Avoiding Jon's piercing blue eyes, he looked down at the floor, ducking his head while slowly standing up to put 
the hairspray cans aside. He'd already read the confusion in Jon's orbs, the worry and the guilt. And the fear, 
too. The same fear he himself felt tugging at his heart and brewing at the pit of his stomach, making him feel 


like he was being eaten alive. 


‘Mornin’... said Jon, being the first to break the silence and Richie almost jumped, flashing an insecure smile 
without looking up, his dimples remaining hidden from view. 


‘Mornin’... Richie repeated, a little too quickly, and he could see how Jon visibly winced. Richie hated it, he could 
tell that Jon had hoped that with a quick "hello" the awkwardness would fade between them, and he didn't 
blame the guy for holding onto those hopes. 


The guitarist felt bad for not being able to take this like just any other event in his life, brushing it off like 
nothing weird had taken place like he normally would. But this wasn't something small that could be easily 
dismissed, he and Jon were best friends. They were male best friends who'd at the very least kissed naked last 
night, but they both knew there must have been more they couldn't remember. 


You.. uh, slept well? Richie offered after another short moment without any words transpiring between them, 
weakly rubbing at his upper arms. He was generally a warm blooded creature, running several degrees hotter 


than the average human being, and he knew the goosebumps raised all over his skin came from nervousness 


rather than cold. 


Jon responded by nodding his head, hanging it a bit so that his heavy bangs obscured his eyes, giving a weak 
shrug. Richie wanted to mentally slap himself, of course Jon hadn't slept well, he was stuck with a hangover. 
But then again Jon didn't seem as thrown off as he did, maybe Jon hadn't had quite as many drinks, maybe.. 
and then it hit Richie like a speeding train or a bullet to the head. Jon remembered. 


Holy shit, Jon remembered! 


Realization 
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At that realization Richie had to fight the urge to let his jaw drop, to let full on panic claim him. Running his 
hand through his hair, he took a deep breath, still standing right in front of his younger companion, 


‘|, uh.. | assume you wanna use the bathroom, huh? lll.. I'll go get dressed, call up som food, ‘kay? he 


blabbered, mostly to give himself an excuse to leave. 


All he recieved was another short nod as Jon stepped aside to allow him out and then shut the door behind 
him. Richie heard the lock turn and then some muffled noises as Jon moved about on the other side. Richie 
felt rude for listening, but also weird, so he decided to take his own advice and call up some food. He had to be 
the only person on the face of earth who wouldn't lose his appetite after puking his guts up. 


Heading to the bedroom Richie got dressed in a pair of ripped blue jeans and a white T, brushed his hair with a 
lot of patience, made the call for room service breakfast, downed a couple of aspirins and accepted everything 


at the door once the food reached their door. 


There was bacon and eggs, coffee, tea, orange juice, toast, fruit, pancakes and various other treats. He wasn't 
quite sure what or how much he could stomach, or even if Jon would actually eat with him, but he always 
thought that if it had it's perks being a celebrity, he might as well use them to his best advantage. Still he 
left the breakfast untouched and went to settle on the couch in the living room area, flipping the TV on. So far 
it had worked wonders blocking out the uncomfortable thoughts from his head, but once the TV screen began 
to flare in front of his eyes, the worry seeped right back in. 


He almost yelped when he felt the couch shift after a while as someone else joined him in front of the TV - 
Richie had tuned into an MTV countdown of best love songs, and right now that didn't exactly help the tension 
of the moment but the guitarist had a feeling that swapping channels would be even more suspicious - and 
looked to his side with his heart pounding wildly in his chest, wondering when Jon had made it out of the 
bathroom and why he hadn't heard him. Jon wasn't going to eat, just as Richie had predicted, because he never 
did when he was troubled. The other man simply sat there cradling a mug of black coffee in his hands - 
probably sweetened by five or six sugar spoons - and his damp brown hair hanging like floppy dog ears across 
his shoulders. So he'd taken a shower then He was wearing the same clothes as he had previously, or Richie 
assumed he did because he couldn't see Jon's underwear if he had any on with the addition of a pair of gray 


sweatpants. 


Richie turned back to the small TV set, an interview with some new aspiring young rock band coming on but he 


couldn't seem to focus. He couldn't help himself but wonder how much Jon remembered, what exactly had 


went down, and why it had happened. But he was too afraid to ask, knowing though that if one of them didn't 
bring it up itd remain the elephant in the room forever. This time it wouldn't go away, they couldn't just laugh 
it off. 


‘You wanted to: 


Richie nearly jumped out of his skin at those words, at first not understanding what Jon was referring to, but 
it didn't take long before the meaning behind it became perfectly clear. With wide caramel eyes and a faint 
blush colouring his cheeks pink, the guitarist slowly turned his head to set eyes on Jon's face. Richie thanked 
his lucky star that he didn't have to meet Jon's gaze, he wasn't sure he could handle that right now. 


‘Wh-what..?" he finally managed to croak, mouth feeling dry and throat hoarse, so he swallowed with an audible 


gulping noise. 


‘You... last night. You wanted to; repeated Jon, fingers rubbing at the cup as he took another sip of coffe, 
pulling his legs up beneath himself to sit Indian style manner. 


‘|. don't remember that." Richie responded kind of sheepishly, casting his gaze downwards, dark eyes concealed 
behind even darker lashes and his blush intensifying. 


Jon sighed barely perceptibly at that. ‘That's okay.. | shouldn't have assumed.. 


Richie suddenly felt very guilty, he could see how Jon's calm exterior only served to hide his true emotions. He 
could tell that Jon was obviously hurt. He wasn't sure why, but he knew that Jon had thought that what had 
transpired between them the night before was a mutual understanding. He felt ashamed, he wondered just 
what had taken place. He itched to pop the question, but at the same time wasn't sure whether he wanted to 


know the answer. 


‘No, l'm sorry.. it's not okay, you - obviously thought we had - had an understanding, whatever we did.. Richie 
offered, fiddling with his fingers uneasily. 


Jon shook his head, a sad smile creeping upon his features that nearly broke Richie's heart in two. Jon looked 
liked he might cry. ‘Don't be, | knew you were.. pretty damn wasted. | was too, | shoulda - | shoulda said no, 
yeah? But | didn’t, it's my own fault, don't worry. Nothin’ bad happened: 


Nothing bad happened? Richie wondered what the younger man meant, he couldn't quite figure that statement 
out. ‘Uhm, what.. what's that s'posed to mean? "Nothin: bad", | mean?! 


Richie watched as the younger man wet his chapped pink lips several times, as if it helped him grasp for the 
right words to say, then how he sucked thoughtfully on his bottom lip while setting the cup down on the 
coffee table in front of them, leaning back against the back of the couch and pulling his legs up against his 
chest. Richie's eyes couldn't help but wander across the bare skin esposed between the hem of Jon's too short 


T and the pants, the tanline and the belly covered with curly brown hair fullty visible, and he forced himself to 


tear his gaze away, ruffling his hair while trying to seem casual. 


Richie opened his mouth to speak again, to utter an apology when obviously Jon didn't seem too keen on 
replying to the question, but Jon was quicker, speaking right at that moment which made the guitarist shut his 


mouth in an instant. 


‘| meant that... the younger man paused, as if grasping for the right words, before continuing, ‘| meant that we 
both.. liked it. What we did, | mean. You were.. into it, | mean - if you hadn't.. wanted it, | woulda stopped but.. 
you came onto me, and | thought.. fuck, | dunno what | thought: 


Richie didn't know how to feel about that revelation, all he knew was that for some reason it didn't make him 
quite as uncomfortable to hear some of the details as he'd imagined it would. On the contrary, he felt relieved 
to know Jon hadn't been out of it as well and that Jon had actually liked it - Richie already knew Jon was no 
stranger to a little experimenting with the same sex - and it bothered him surprisingly little to know he had 


initiated the act itself. Why, he couldn't quite figure out. 


‘That's - that's okay, Jonny. You thought | wanted to.. do it, you didn't do anything wrong. You didn't know how 
sloshed | was, I'm usually shitfaced so how could you tell whether I'd remember or not? Richie said, wanting to 
reassure Jon that he had done nothing wrong, and he even dared to actually reach out to gently squeeze his 


friend's tense shoulder. 'l.. what exactly happened..?' he finally dared to ask. 


Richie watched Jon's adam's apple bob and nearly regretted what he'd said, for fear of what he was about to 
hear, or maybe for fear of losing Jon Or both. 


‘We.. uh, this groupie hit on you, like a real downer, so l.. went over to you, scared her off | guess.. she went 
with Alec anyway. | told you, you could get better... he blushed, ‘and you kissed me. Things kinda, uh, 
progressed from there. | think you can figure out for yourself what happened after that. | remember most of 


it: 


Richie nodded slowly, trying hard to recall the exact events. Shutting his eyes and frowning when he thought 
he could vaguely remember writhing limbs and soft mewling whimpers. One particular stop motion still frame 
figment seemed to be collectible deep within his mind though, the image of Jon beneath him with his auburn 
hair spread out like a halo, blue eyes hooded and nearly pitch black and rosy mouth wide open, and the older 
man had to fight back a full body shudder at the vision, the flush once again colouring his face crimson and 
his dick twitching against his will, forcing him to cross his legs uncomfortably tight. 


‘We.. did we fuck.. he asked barely audibly, voice weak with just as much disbelief as curiousity, trying to 
calm the rapid beating of his heart and a familiar flutter in his belly threatening to explode. Had he really had 


sex with Jon? Like, actual intercourse? 


Jon didn't say anything but the look of shock on his face, pale and wide-eyed, was enough to confirm it. Richie 
felt his heart break, he knew that even though Jon had experimented with men and had been deprived and 
robbed of his innocence way too early by the old horny housewives of the neighbourhood, he'd always kept one 


part to himself. He'd never let another guy take him, that was Jon's most private thing that he held onto, the 
one type of innocence Jon could still cling to with pride, the one thing he knew he wouldn't lose unless he really 


wanted to. Unless he wanted to give it up to somebody special. 


Jon had chosen to give it up to him, Richie realized, like a blushing virgin bride for her lover at their wedding 
night. Jon had willingly let him inside, had willingly let him pop his cherry because he'd wanted it. Richie felt 
disgusted with himself, realizing he'd fucked Jon like it didn't mean a thing, like he was just some quick one 
right stand, like he was a groupie that had had hundreds of men before him and would have hundreds of men 


after him, and he didn't even have the memories to stand for it. 


‘Jesus, Jon, I'm so sorry. Richie started but his voice didn't carry him, instead he did the only thing he knew 
to do to comfort his friend. 


Moving as close to the singer as he possibly could, he wrapped his strong arms tightly around Jon's small 
frame and pulled him close to his chest, his nose buried in damp hair. He took a moment to inhale the scent of 
soap and shampoo and Jon's own personal musky scent that mingled with it. After only a moment he felt how 
Jon's weight leaned into him, face snuggled up against his neck and arms circling around his waist. Suddenly he 


felt much better. 


He heard Jon's slow, shallow breathing and he felt it spirit across the skin of his collarbone. He knew Jon wasn't 
one to cry in front of others, not even people he trusted, so he didn't expect any tears this time either. He 
knew that if there was one thing Jon despised it was being vulnerable or exposed, he thought of it as signs of 
weakness thanks to the way he'd been raised. That knowledge didn't make Richie's guilt any less when he heard 
the tiny sniffles escaping his best friend's nose, or when he felt warm wetness slide against the side of his 


throat. 


Richie didn't know what to say, or how to help, assuming that what little he could offer as an excuse might 
only make the situation worse, so instead he gently rocked Jon in his arms, cradling him and soothing his back 
with one hand. He pressed one hesitant kiss to the top of that auburn head, with little thought of how that 
might be interpreted by the other man. It was such an odd experience, Richie had to admit to himself, holding 
his crying best friend who was usually solid as a stone fortress in his arms while watching the video to 


Foreigner's | Want to Know What Love Is play on the TV. 


After a while, Jon's sniffles had stilled and he pulled back to settle up straight. Richie involuntarily let him go, 
not wanting to force closure onto Jon who might be in need of a little space. His heart ached at the sight of 
tearstreaked cheeks and puffy, bloodshot eyes, the lashes still having tiny tears clinging to them. The singer 

wiped the last wetness away with the back of his hand. 


Jon cleared his throat, looking lost and like he himself was pretty torn between two ways to go in handling this 
situation. ‘Sorry about that.. | dunno what the fuck came over me. | think I'm taking shit a little too hard lately, 
Dot's been all whiny and pissy’ 


Richie knew that anything Jon could conjure up to say at the moment would be an excuse to write off the 


tears he'd just shed. But the fact remained that he'd made Jon cry, he'd made his best friend weep, because 
of him. And it hurt like a dagger to the gut. Without thinking, Richie reached out to take Jon's smaller hand in 
his, reassuringly squeezing it tight. He wanted to be there, he wanted to make up for what he'd stolen from 
Jon, but most of all he wanted to follow his heart and what it was telling him to do. He had to frown at the 


pang of jealousy the mention of Jon's girlfriend sent through his core. 


‘Don't apologize, Jonny. Nothing about what's going on is your fault, we've just got a lotta pressure on our 
shoulders these days. Nothing more, of course it's gonna be a litle tough with the girl, it happens. Don't 
worry, you're gonna come out on top, reassured the older man, but he couldn't help but want to go back to 
the original subject at hand. 


Richie desperately yearned to know the real reason behind Jon's giving his innocence up to him as well as for 


the tears. 


Jon offered a more genuine smile this time, looking like he was feeling better, and almost as if he had read his 


best friend's thoughts as he spoke, ‘| always wanted it to be you, did you know that? 


Richie raised an eyebrow in confusion before it struck him what Jon had meant, eyes going wide as saucers 
for what felt like the millionth time today, and his face flushing harder than it had the entire morning. Jon 
didn't stop himself but went on, something highly unusual for him. 


‘|. 've been saving that part of myself, as I've told you before. | never found anyone | thought worthy, 
whatever that means. You know what | mean, and if you don't that's cool, too. | never thought I'd wanna 
explore that part of - of myself, so | just left it be, y'know? Its fine with girls, | thought maybe if | fooled 
around with guys, actual sex would be better left with girls. At least | know what to do with those. But last 
night, when you looked at me like that, when you said you wanted me, l.. it just felt right. 


The singer fell silent, his eyes fixed on their joined hands as if he feared that any time soon Richie's hand 
would jerk away as if burnt. But it didn't, instead Richie let his thumb stroke over the soft skin, needing to 


keep himself preoccupied somehow so he wouldn't end up completely shell shocked while the words sunk in 


So Jon had wanted him, he'd saved himself because he couldn't find anyone he thought good enough to take his 
second virginity, or whatever it could be called, and then he'd decided just in the wink of an eye that his own 
best friend was the ideal choice. Richie swallowed down the ball of tears that threatened to well up in his 
throat, let it sink into a sodden weight at the pit of his belly. He hoped Jon could see how bad he felt, how 
much he regretted his own drunkenness, and he hoped Jon could see how much he regretted doing what he'd 


done. But fact remained that he had used Jon for sex. 
‘Jesus Christ... | dort.. how could you ever forgive me? murmured Richie dejectedly, remorseful brown eyes 
for the first time since they both gained the same knowledge of last night seeking out the blue pair of his 


friend's. 


Jon's eyes looked teary without being the least watery, however they manage to do that Richie didn't know. 


‘You're my best friend, I'd forgive you anything, | don't care if you don't remember. l'm just glad it was you: 


‘But Jon.. you were supposed to give that to someone who really wants you for you, not to me, not when | 
was high as a kite and drunk as fuck.. you were supposed to do it with someone who means the world to you,' 
Richie insisted, his bottom lip almost wobbling as he tightened his grip on Jon's hand, wishing he could somehow 
undo what had been done. 


Jon sighed sadly and looked away again. He watched the TV screen and silently took in a few lines of Tina 
Turner's What's Love Got to Do With It while picking with the fingers of his free hand at a tiny hole in his 


sweatpants. He looked like he wanted to say, like he had an unspoken sentence lingering at the tip of his tongue. 


‘You mean the world to me; said the singer after a while, in a tone Richie had never heard from him before, 
laced with admiration and adoration, sounding close to the tone in which Jon might have spoken to a lover. ‘Like 
| said, I'm glad it was you. l.. when | think about it, | can't picture anyone else who would have been a better 


match: 


Richie didn't know what to say, bywhat he had heard, mouth hanging open as he almost gawked. Because that 
was when he realized what Jon meant, or at least he was almost a hundred percent sure he did, and the 
realization made his heart swell and beat fast in his chest. Jon who could have woman - or man - he very 
well pleased, wanted him. Jon, who was beauty incarnate and somehow managed to be both childishly innocent 
and seductively sexy at the same time, wanted him. Jon, who was a friend to count on, loyal and true with no 


boundaries, wanted him. Like that. Like a lover. 


Richie tore his gaze off of the younger man and rubbed at his face with his free hand, it felt clammy again 
and he was suddenly embarrassed over the fact that maybe Jon might be disgusted if the palm he was 
holding beared the same claminess. His pounded in his chest, so hard it felt like it might break out of his 
ribcage, like it might flee it's confines and escape forever to be free and leap for joy. Why was it such an 
overwhelming relief to know that his best friend harvested certain feelings for him? Why was it such a thrill 


to know that his best friend fancied him? 


Richie looked back then, and for the first time he really saw Jon For the first time he saw past the exterior 
and deeper, he saw the broken boy beneath and he saw the way Jon had always been used and abused, 
carrying a way too heavy load on his shoulders. For the first time he realized in what way he might help ease 
the suffering, ease the insecurities, ease the overthinking. But that wasn't all he saw, he saw the beauty too. 
He saw how strong Jon was, how determined and driven and ambitious he could be. He refused to be the one 
to ruin all that, wipe it off his slate and into oblivion His belly fluttered, afraid to acknowledge the newfound 


feelings but at the same time curious and urged to discover what secrets they might hold 
'Jon..? Richie asked softly, rewarding the singer with a nervous smile when he looked up. ‘If | told you that.. 
someday.. when we're both ready and both know what we're up to.. | wanna try what we did last night again.. 


would you let me..?' 


Jon remained silent for a moment, just watching him and the tension sparked like electricity in the air all 


around them, thick and heavy and almost palpable. When he finally spoke, it was like the first crack of lightning 
during the build up of a magnificent thunderstorm. 


‘Yes! 


Breakfast 
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Richie opened his mouth to speak, to say anything at all, but his words died before they'd even made it out of 
his mouth. The look in those blue eyes of his companion's was so intense and so truthful, he couldn't seem to 


find a sentence worthy enough to compete with that stare. 
After a moment of silence, he stuttered out a question ‘Wh-what does this say? About us, | mean.’ 


‘| don't know.. that we are what we are..? l.. don't think there are any caps for it.. maybe.. we could say it's 
just us? Its just who we are, Jon offered after some slight thought, and the more Richie brooded on that, 


the more sense it made. 


Did they really have to call it anything at all? They already were close as could be, what did it matter if 
certain feelings were involved? As a plus, Richie had a hunch the feelings that had just been revealed had 
always been involved anyway, only concealed and woven tight into the subconscious, pushed down by the idea 
that nothing except for ordinary friendship must exist between them. 


‘We are what we are.’ repeated Richie mostly to himself. 


The guitarist kind of wanted to say something else but before he got the chance to, letting go of his hand, Jon 
reached for his coffee mug, appearing almost like his normal self as if the weight of this knowledge didn't 
crash down as heavily upon his shoulders as it did on the guitarists. Almost as if he'd always battled the 
emotions Richie did now, and he seemed to have put down the weapons and surrendered willingly to the notion 


already. Pouting when noting that the coffee he'd brought had gone cold, he got up off the couch. 


‘| ain't gonna drink this shit, tastes like piss, I'm gonna go have myself another cup unless that too fails,’ said 
the singer casually with a small smile, then he disappeared into what could be considered to be the kitchen of 


the suite. 


Richie didn't know what to think, so he simply turned off the TV set after a minute or two and got up to 
follow, figuring he ought to help himself to some breakfast as well for lack of anything else to do. Catching a 
glimpse of Jon who appeared to be busy preparing a bowl of oatmeal in the microwave the hotelroom had to 
offer placed on the counter, he himself snatched a plate and piled six or seven pancakes on it. He didn't bother 
with them being luke warm - or the fact that they might come right back up again when his stomach was as 
uneasy as it was - as he drenched them in a rich amount of maple syrup. He also poured himself a huge glass 


of orange juice. 


Sitting by the table at the other end of the room, complete with two chairs placed opposite each other by it, 
stuffing his mouth full of pancakes, he continued to let his eyes trail in Jon's direction every now and then, 
gaze going from head to toe and then back up. From the damp mass of midback length auburn hair, to the 
profile of that beautiful face with the cute big nose and the plump pink lips and the bold chin, to the adam's 
apple of Jon's lean throat that still bore the evidence of last night's ventures. From the broad shoulders where 
some chesthair peeked out of the neckline of that T, to the firm upper arms, to the slim waist. From the 
round, pert butt that looked absolutely gropeable, to the juicy thighs that were all he could make out of Jon's 
legs at the moment. Richie even took time to study the bare feet. He had never allowed himself to look so 
closely, and now that he did, he couldn't seem to go back to thinking Jon was just another man instead of a 


magnificent work of art. 


The microwave gave off a small beeping noise and Jon took out his bowl, grimacing when it was a bit too hot 
for his hands to hold, and Richie watched him pour some milk onto it as well as sugar before joining him at the 
table. The silence hanging over them wasn't exactly uncomfortable, it was more like they'd said what they 
needed to say and things were back to normal as much as they'd ever be, but like something was still left 
obscured. Still, Richie had another few things he wanted to toss out there, just to find out what Jon's response 
might be. 


‘Uhm, so, you said that if | ever wanted to try, y'know, that again, you would?" Richie pointed out through a 
mouthful of pancakes, unaware of the syrup sticking to the corners of his mouth - he'd always had pretty 


poor table manners. 


‘Uh huh, Jon nodded, eating a spoonful of oatmeal, looking expectant and it made Richie feel nervous all over 


agai n. 


‘What if l.. wanted to try other stuff, too? | mean, not that | ever wanted ta be with dudes, | always only 
looked at chicks, y'know? But.. given the opportunity, it's like a whole new world to explore that | never 
breeched, and you said since it's us we ain't gotta label it anything. It just is what it is, sorta. You get what | 


mean?! 


‘You mean you wanna experiment a bit? Like, see what fooling around with another dude has to offer or 


something?” Jon asked, a small scowl dug into his forehead. 


‘Something like that, yeah; Richie nodded, but quickly added, ‘not because it's just any other dude and the 
opportunity presented itself, but because it's you. | wouldn't dare to try it with anyone else, never in my life. 
But.. doing it with you wouldn't seem weird or gross, ‘cause it's us, and it's you, and l.. you're different than 


other guys. | know you: 


Richie blushed and prayed to God that Jon would get what he was hinting at, chewing at another piece of 
pancake as he waited anxiously for a response. The worst thing that could happen was Jon throwing a hissy fit, 
yelling at him and calling him out for taking advantage of their friendship. Thankfully, that didn't happen as he 


simply watched Jon scrunch his nose up as he often did while thinking. 


‘What if | didn't like the idea of doing things just to do them? What if it.. meant more to me than just testing 
the waters? I've already been there and done that, maybe | expect a little more than just getting suggestions 
thrown at me and taking them as they come,' Jon pointed out. 


‘Then you gotta tell me that, and you gotta lemme know what you want to happen between us, said Richie 
even if he himself wasn't sure of what response he might get out of that, picking at his pancakes with his 
fork as he waited. 


Jon nodded and looked as if he wanted to say something meaningful but didn't know how to make it come out 
right. ‘What if.. | wanted to do things with you not because of experimentation, or because | wanna try things 
out, but because | really just wanna be close to you? he murmured, looking down at his bowl and stirring it 
absentmindedly with the spoon 


Richie swallowed hard but the butterflies inside his belly seemed to be overjoyed to hear Jon put such 
importance to the thought of them doing more than strictly friend to friend activites. 


‘That wouldn't bother me; he confessed, ‘I wanna be close to you too. It.. feels right when | am: 


Jon looked shy all of a sudden again, and Richie watched as he shifted a bit in his seat, fidgeting with his 
fingers and then brushing his bangs back, grimacing in disgust as a hair fell from the fringe into his oatmeal 


dish. 


‘Ugh, he simply stated as he picked it up with his thumb and index finger and removed it. ‘Better always wear 
a fuckin’ scrunchie durin’ meals: 


Richie gave a small giggle snort at that comment. ‘| know the feel, man‘ 


It felt as if the tension between them had faded considerably at that little interruption, and Richie was almost 
willing to thank Jon's hair for clearing the atmosphere. He couldn't help but let out a second snort at how put 
off Jon appeared by his meal, pushing the bowl aside and shrugging. 


‘Can't eat it when there's been hair in it, | always keep thinkin’ more's gonna pop up when | put it in my mouth, 
even if | know | got the hair there myself, he clarified, not that any clarification was necessary. Jon had a few 


quirks like this one going for himself. 


‘That's fair. But what | meant before wasn't that | wanna use you as some sorta toy to explore, y'know? l.. 
well, to be honest, it's more that | wanna know what it's like to do those things with you than what it's like to 
just do them with a guy.. Richie finally admitted, his own appetite sort of failing him when the food seemed to 


grow in his mouth, so he simply swallowed and repeated Jon's motion of pushing the tray back. 


It felt embarrassing and unnerving to get those words out in the open, and to see how they would be recieved 
by Jon. Looking up briefly, the taller man caught a glimpse of his friend staring at him with a pale composure 
like he'd seen a ghost and he could tell that the comment had at least left an impression if nothing else. He 


cleared his throat awkwardly, but without anything to say, and hated how he'd brought back the uneasy mood 
that they seemed to have finally been able to shake off. He always had to pick the wrong subject at the wrong 


time and here was the price to pay. 


‘I'm gonna have a smoke, said the older man hastily to give himself a reason to leave the table, leaving his 
orange juice untouched, the glass almost tipping over when his hip clumsily hit the edge of the table. He 
thanked his lucky star for catching it in time, rubbing at his sore hip, but he didn't look back once he exited 


the room. 


Coming to Terms 


Author's Notes: 
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Richie wondered whether it was possible for a man to be any more stupid than he was. Sure, Jon was into 
men, at least on a sexual plane, but anything else was taboo even if he did seem to fancy him, at least that's 
what Richie had gotten out of their few conversations on the topic. Sticking his hands into the cookie jar the 
other night, while intoxicated as he had been, might have been the worst mistake of his life with the turn of 
events that had followed, because suddenly he was beginning to realize that he wanted nothing more than to 


touch Jon, and God so help him, kiss the man. 


Entering their shared bedroom, Richie tried his best to ignore the scattered pieces of clothing that bore the 
evidence of last night's misstep as he snatched his cigarette pack and lighter from the pocket of the leather 
jacket he'd left hanging on the wardrobe door. He'd never been much of a smoker, and did it more because it 
looked cool than because he was hooked on cravings. He knew he could stop at any time given. Clamping the 
smoke between his lips, he lit it up and took a deep drag, having to admit that for once it was soothing in a 
way. He exhaled through his nose, watching the smoke swirl towards the ceiling. He didn't care that smoking 
wasn't really allowed indoors, he just wanted some sort of fix and going to the minibar for a drink was out of 
question when his skull was still sore from the hangover. But with his back turned against the open door, he 


didn't notice that he wasn't alone in his reverie. 
‘Why'd you run? You think I'll bite or something? 


Almost yelping, Richie spun around, startled by Jon's voice filtering through the air. He didn't look angry or 
upset, only inquistive as he leaned sideways against the doorway, legs crossed and arms folded across his 


chest, big blue eyes filled with curiosity and something else. 
‘| didn't run, like | said, | needed a smoke. You want one? Richie weakly offered to make amends. 


‘Sure, said the singer and held his hand out as Richie handed him his own already lit cigarette, knowing Jon was 


more fond of them than him anyway. 


The younger man didn't as much as raise an eyebrow when he accepted it and stuck it between his lips, and 
soon the smoke appeared, rolling over and licking his slightly parted lips like clouds or tiny white tongues. Richie 
went to settle on the undone bed, feeling as much of a mess inside as the bed itself looked to the naked eye, 
raking both hands through his dark mane before placing his elbows against his knees and resting his face in his 
hands. He tapped his bare toes against the floor. 


‘Talk to me,’ Jon suggested. ‘Just toss it out there, whatever you wanna say, it can't be worse than what 


we've already said! 


Richie bit his lip when he recognized that tone of voice well, this was resolute Jon, the Jon who wanted to 
reach the bottom of an obstacle and solve the problem at hand. Right now, the obstacle in itself was Richie's 


own unwillingness to just shed his skin and come clean about his thoughts. 


‘I'm pretty confused, to tell the truth, he said with an insecure laugh. Jon didn't laugh in return but eyed him 
closely, so the sound simply died in his throat as he was scrutinized. ' I'm confused and.. a little scared, 


honestly: 
‘Why are you scared? asked Jon. 


‘| dunno, because.. I'll quote you again, it's us, you and me. What if we fuck it up? | mean, we're friends, right? 
What if | wanna do things and I'll try them out and you won't like it..? Richie started out, hoping Jon would help 
him along the way. 


‘Try me. You don't think out friendship is strong enough to survive this if we do fuck it up? | mean, if last 
night wasn't enough to fuck us up, then | don't know what it'll take: 


Richie knew Jon was right, most friends would have been freaked out to know that they slept with one 
another, especially when both were same sex. Swallowing hard, Richie didn't even know where the problem was 
rooted, and he glanced over at the crucifix necklace he'd left lying on the nightstand Maybe that was where 
his fears resided? His religion? Or was it just fear of being found out and of how other people might percieve 
him if they knew he had thoughts about doing sexual or romantic things with his male bro? He wished he 
could say it out loud for Jon to evaluate, and thought he might as well try. 


His voice sounded small and childlike when he spoke again. ‘What about God? And what about people around us? 


‘Doesn't God love all of his children equally? | know you believe a lot in that stuff, but really, | couldn't think of 
a God who would condemn anyone for something as simple as love. Regarding people in general, who says they 


need to know? They're not allseeing anyway: 


The older man had to admit, not against his will, that it made a lot of sense what Jon said. Why would God not 
love him as long as he believed in him? Had he not been given all the goods in life, and in all honesty he'd been 
leading a pretty decadent life up until this point regardless. As long as he never killed another man, maybe his 
fears of the man in the sky taking his rage and disappointment out on him was misguided. Also, it was true 
that if this was just him and Jon, their secret, then no one else would have to know. What happened behind 
closed doors might as well stay behind closed doors, it wasn't like any of them had ever been considering this 


to make it as an official relationship. It was just them. 
‘You're right.. thanks, Jonny. | feel a lot better now: 


Richie smiled a genuine warm smile and he could see Jon's stoic features crack up into one of those lop sided, 


genuine grins he saved only for the people he loved and trusted. Butting his cigarette out in one of the flower 
pots by the window, Jon walked over to join his friend on the bed, sitting close with his hands clasped in his lap. 
Richie felt his heartbeat speed up rapidly at the presence of the other man, at the feel of their thighs 
touching. He looked up right into the other man's face, eyes locked for a moment. He couldn't shrug off the 
thought that he had never in his life seen a more ethereal being than Jon, a more beautiful person - man or 


woman. 
‘Ain't gotta thank me, we're best friends: 


Richie looked down again and licked his lips, having a habit of doing that, rubbing his sole against the fluffy mat 
covering the floor, taking a deep breath and Jon's sweet scent of soap was once again filling his nostrils, the 
closure and smell combined making him feel tingly all over again. Maybe this wasn't supposed to be more than 
what it really was, maybe he was just overthinking because he'd had thrown at him the understanding of 
something he'd known all along. Something that had been carried in his subconscious ever since he first laid 


eyes upon the other man that night at the bar, watching him perform with such intensity three years ago. 


‘What if.. | said | love you? he whispered so quitely it was barely audibly, but he knew Jon must have heard it 
from the way his breathing paused if only for a second or two. 


‘Then | would say | love you too,' came an equally soft reply, and the guitarist glanced up just in time to watch 


the younger man duck his head, face concealed beneath bangs just like earlier. 


That was the habit of Jon once you got under his skin and into his system. Richie couldn't help but feel a 
warmth filter through his body beginning at the chest cavity and running all the way down into his toes and 
fingertips, like a faint glow. It felt like he'd found his home. As a try, he reached up and cupped Jon's cheek in 
one big hand, tilting his head upwards and forcing him to meet his eyes. He watched as the blue gaze wavered, 
eyes wide but not frightful. He'd never seen Jon look so lost. 


‘What if | said | wanted to kiss you? asked Richie, if possible his voice was even quieter than last time, and 
this time the singer's eyes stayed fixed on his face, searching for any sign of deception or trickery but finding 
nothing but sincerity. 


The older man let his eyes travel to linger on the full, plump lips of his friend's, the swell had gone down a bit 
and they were no longer red, but they did look chapped and they did bear a darker shade than they normally 
would. Richie realized he'd never seen Jon's lips look so well used neither when with Dorothea nor with other 
women, same went for the love bites and hickeys. It gave him some grain of confidence, as he leaned in a bit 
closer, their faces mere inches apart and he could feel Jon's quickened breath graze past his own lips. They 
tingled as if they remembered the phantom touch of the kisses they had shared the previous night even if his 
own mind failed to recollect the lost memories. Richie watched those lips close as Jon gulped before parting 
again, slowly as the saliva that had made them stick together gave way. He felt so compelled to conquer them 
and make them his. 


Finally came Jon's reply that gave the guitarist approval to do what he so longed to do. ‘Then I'd say | wanna 


kiss you, too.. 


Without any other words needed, Richie let his hand slide up to cup the back of the singer's head, surprised to 
hear the small gasp as his fingers tangled within the thick auburn strands that were still damp from the 
previous shower. He found himself feeling a little dirty in comparison to Jon's newly washed self but soon 
abandoned that thought as he brought their lips together. He let out a content sigh through his nose at the 
feel of those plump lips against his own, a rush of what could only be described as a mixture of belonging and 
desire, and it was like it was the most natural thing in the world, like their mouths had been made for sharing 


kisses with each other. 


At first it was simply lips against lips, the kiss more of a chaste peck on the lips as they got reaquainted, 
Richie first pressing his lips to the upper lip and his tongue taking the slight opportunity to flick against Jon's 
wide cupid's bow, then he sucked the fuller bottom lip between his both, massaging it. Throughout this gentle 
exploration, he let his caramel eyes remain halfway open, watching the way his friend's eyelids quivered and 


the calm relaxation on his sometimes slightly stern face. 


Richie was the first to break the kiss, watching as he pulled back how Jon's cheeks were flushed and how the 
slightly hazy eyes slid open. He looked dreamy and like he was on another planet or in a different dimension, 
faraway and flustered. Richie's own lips ached to once again be united with Jon's. He wondered whether he 
should say something, but then reminded himself of what they had established, of the fact that as long as it 
was the two of them, nothing would really need an explanation. He also reminded himself of the fact that Jon 
had said he loved him, and he himself had said it first. Whatever kind of love it was, it was plenty strong to 
fall back on, and on top of that, this couldn't be a mistake. 


Shifting on the bed, the older man turned his body towards the younger's, watching as Jon followed suit, 
knowing they both wanted a little more of that kissing, neither satisfied with the brief peck. Richie placed a 
trembling hand at the side of Jon's waist and Jon's arms hesitated only slighty before they went around 
Richie's neck. It seemed that now in his sober condition, Jon too was a little more aware of the weight of what 
was happening to them. Pulling his legs up beneath himself, Richie settled on the mattress and Jon immediately 
straddled his lap, one knee planted on either side of his body. 


Richie was strangely aware of how Jon's body was rougher than a woman's, even though he was far from a 
big man, but also how somehow it felt nicer when brought close to his own. There were no soft mounds, 
instead there was a flat chest. Jon's breathing was high pitched, and even though he did have a light voice for 
a man it was still easily distinguished as a male voice. Richie had always thought being like this with another 
man would make his stomach turn, but this wasn't just any man. Somehow, the thought of it being Jon made 
the closure more inviting even than it would be with any of his female lovers ever had. Forgotten was the dull 
ache of his temples or the slight uneasiness his previous sickness had left behind All he could focus on was 
Jon, all he could see, and smell, and feel. And soon he'd get to taste him. 


It was easy to tell from the singer's posture that he wanted to be submissive when it came to kissing, that 
image of Jon writhing beneath him popping up for the guitarist's inner vision again, making him almost shudder. 


It appeared dominant Jon wasn't as dominant when it came to intimacy, and to be fair that suited the guitarist 


just fine. He had long sought a way to make himself and Jon equals, and if him being on top during moments 


like this was the way, that was just fine with him. Because it felt like it was meant to be this way. 


Bringing their faces close again, Richie regarded everything with such reverance, from the way Jon's eyes fell 
shut again, to the way the slightly stubbled skin of the jawline contrasted with the silky smooth skin of one 
refined cheekbone when he ran his nose and then his lips across them for comparison. Everything was new, like 


he'd been reborn 
‘Richie... mumbled Jon breathlessly and the other man's ears perked up. 


‘Yeah..2 Richie asked before realizing Jon hadn't meant to say anything at all, that being confirmed by the 
slightly sheepish expression that came over Jon's features. The taller man gave a chuckle at that, before 
brushing his lips against smooth and rough skin until he reached the singer's fair earlobe, voice breathy as he 


murmured into the shell and feeling the smaller man squirm in delight against his body. ‘Jon.. my Jon. 


Nipping at the lobe and tugging gently at one earring by capturing it between his teeth, he heard a small mewl 
spill from the singer, planting the seeds of early arousal in his groin, pulsing softly. 


‘| like the sound of that.. please, kiss me.’ rasped a suddenly not so shy Jon, almost as if his personality had 
been flipped like a coin 


Conclusion 
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Jon was still submissive no doubt, but he seemed to want a little more attention, seemed to be a little more 
demanding in what he wanted. The voice was sultry in a way Richie had never heard his band mate speak 
before, but it made his cock twitch in his pants, as it ran like liquid lust down his spine. Richie imagined this 
side of Jon was something he'd no doubt have a ball getting to know properly. He longed to learn Jon's most 
erogenous zones and how to best use them to his advantage when opportunity arose. An urge to grab at Jon's 
juicy ass overpowered Richie as he slid both hands down the singer's body to cup one asscheek in each hand, 
squeezing and kneading the firm globes. He could tell his partner enjoyed that by the way he stuck his ass out, 


needy for more. 


Without another word or more sidetracking, Richie went for the lips again, this time not intending to keep the 
kiss as innocent as before. The smaller man's lips were slightly parted, and Richie wasted no time to accept the 
invitation as he slipped his tongue past them to taste the silky smooth, wet cavern that was Jon's mouth. The 
younger man tasted of musk, sugar from the oatmeal he'd eaten previously, nicotine and something else Richie 
couldn't pinpoint which he knew must be Jon's own sent. Taking his time to explore the depths, the guitarist 
felt positive that he'd never been kissed this way, especially as Jon kissed him back and he found that the man 
was an exceptional kisser. He had a way of twisting his tongue and taking the lead that drove the taller man 


crazy somehow, and when Jon ran his tongue across the roof of his mouth, Richie couldn't suppress the moan 


that rumbled through his chest. 


The kiss seemed timeless and left them both dizzy and short of breath when they broke apart. Jon's pupils 
were blown wide, the blue iris merely a thin ring almost engulfed by fathomless black, glazed over by a glossy 
hue. The knowledge that he could turn Jon of all people on to this degree was fuel on the fire for Richie, and it 
made his already rising cock respond to a degree so that the swelling almost hurt him with the speed it 
occured at. Of course it didn't help that his erection was quite a bit bigger than average, still trapped in the 
confines of far too tight jeans. Problem was, he didn't know whether they were supposed to take it much 
further, but he could see Jon was just as far gone as he was from one glimpse down at the tented front of 


the sweatpants the younger man wore. 


‘What now..?” asked the guitarist in almost fear, not because he was afraid of what was going on but because 


he was afraid he would ruin the moment by speaking. 


Thankfully, Jon seemed to understand his worry, and as the one who was more experienced with men out of 
the two, he seemed to have a resolution, that sultry tone that had previously been present in his voice now 


seemingly having taken over his entire composure with a naughty gleam to his eyes. 


‘Got an idea." he mused as he unwound his arms from around Richie's neck, leaving the guitarist curiously 
watching him act it out. 


The taller man looked on as the hands went first to Jon's own sweatpants to pull them down, watching the 
hard cock bounce out to stand proudly at attention, confirming the suspicion Richie had had that Jon had 
discarded his underwear for favour of the pants. Richie studied it closely, the rosy shade to it, the pink puffy 
head, the vein straining along the underside, and watched it twitch before his eyes. He also noticed the little 
detail that Jon was already leaking like a fountain, a huge glob of pre-cum trailing lazily down the shaft 
towards the base, and another one already blossoming at the slit of the tip, and Richie felt the alien urge to 
lean down and lick it off. It was very new to him to have such thoughts, since he had always thought dicks 
were sort of gross when it didn't concern his own, but studying Jon's, he didn't feel repulsed as he might have, 


had it been any other man. Every part of Jon was beautiful. 


But his attention was soon transferred to his own crotch when he felt Jon's rough hands go up his thighs to 
reach the fly which sent an electrical current to his balls, first popping the button open and then tugging the 
zipper down, parting the flaps and lifting the hem of the underwear to let Richie's own rockhard dick spring out 
like a bowspring, mirroring Jon's perfectly, only a few inches longer. Richie was glad to see Jon didn't seem to 
mind the difference of size, and then he mentally facepalmed when he remembered Jon had seen the same 
sight the previous night and must remember it. Nevertheless, he was glad that Jon didn't seem freaked out in 
his sober state, because he remembered a few girls who had been when they'd laid eyes on his bulk. His 
cheeks flared hot again, burning. 


Gulping, Richie felt a little lost about what Jon expected next step to be, sucking his bottom lip insecurely he 
tried to ignore the awareness of the throbbing of his cock that was threatening to overpower any other 


senses, desperately screaming for attention. ‘N-now what..2 
Now.. 


The younger man trailed off, reaching for Richie's wrist - the guitarists hands were still grasping Jon's ass in 
a firm grip for lack of anything else to do - he guided one still trembling hand towards his own shaft, and 
Richie flinched as his palm came into contact with the satiny smooth skin, feeling it's heat. He looked up to 
watch his best friend's eyes flutter shut and his mouth fall slightly open, mouth creasing at the corners when 
he curled his fist around the erection, giving it one slow, leisure stroke just to see what reaction he might 
evoke. The restrained, shaky exhale of Jon's sent a tidal wave of blood through his own cock, and he wasn't 


displeased. 


Jon was obviously a lot more secure with the situation as he let his own fist wrap around Richie's hardness, 
setting a slow pace from the start, squeezing the shaft tight but not too tight, in a way Richie thought only 
he himself knew how to get just right. He couldn't help but buck his hips slowly to meet the hand moving along, 
he himself picking up the pace on Jon's cock so it would match Jon's pace on his. It felt different with a 
callused, rough hand as opposed to small, feminine ones, but here too it strangely enough seemed to be more 
of a welcomed difference than an unpleasant one, his hips stuttering when the pleasure ripples teased his body. 
It appeared as if doing dirty deeds with another man had unexpected perks. 


Richie fought against the involuntary motion that urged his eyes to shut, wanting to watch Jon's face, 
shuddering from head to toe as the pad of Jon's thumb rubbed across the head of his cock and left in it's 
wake a fiery sensation, feeling the wetness of Jon's pre-cum make his own hand sticky and slippery as he 
reciprocated the act. He tried to memorize the way Jon's face appeared at the moment; the younger man 
biting his bottom lip so hard it flushed white, noise scrunched up, and at first the older man thought Jon 
might be holding back his moans - but the occasional gasps and hitching breaths led Richie to the revelation 
that Jon was most likely just a silent lover. If they ever did this again, which he didn't doubt, Richie took a 


mental note to try to make Jon louder. 


As the older man watched the half open blue orbs rolling back into the singer's head, the gleams of sweat 
forming at his temples, the way his head was slightly tilted backwards and to the side to expose the rich 
column of Jon's throat and neck was exposed. A sudden desire to mark Jon with a fresh lovebite and not only 
the fading hickeys of last night washed over Richie, the inner vision of that bite against milky white skin made 
the pre-cum pool at the head of his cock, made fingers of pleasure tickle through the guitarist's mid section 
and down into the thighs, settling with a pulsating clenching sensation between his legs. The taller man 
immediately buried his face against the side of that delicate neck, spilling butterfly kisses and tiny licks to 
begin with, feeling the other man squirm. The response he recieved was the loudest moan so far, raspy and 


drawn out, which only spurred Richie on further, realizing he'd found a rather recpetive spot to play with. 


Enticed by the whimpers that had began to reach his ears, the burning need of his groin area intesifying and 
building steadily, the guitarist kissed along the neckline, nipping and suckling softly he could feel the goosebumps 
break out against his hungry lips. He felt the hand on his cock take to another tactic, alternating between 
twisting snd squeezing the head in turns, and a hard shudder went down his spine each time to stab his 
crotch. Whimpering but refusing to give in, Richie found the pulse point of his friend's neck and latched onto it, 
intent on leaving his mark there, to claim Jon as his and not even aware of where that longing had been 
hatched. Grazing his teeth against that spot, Jon seemed to realize what was coming, because he let out a soft 
gasp and dropped his head completely onto the opposite shoulder, granting Richie all the access he could. 


By now their fists moved in unison at a frantic pace, and Richie could feel that tightening of his balls that was 
a telltale sign of his impending completion, his lower body muscles affected by the builup that was beyond 
control and unstoppable by now as they tensed, and judging by the way Jon's body was quivering, thighs 
quaking violently against his own and breath hitching, he wasn't far behind. But the climax came sooner and 
harder than expected when a sneaky hand slid up into Richie's T shirt, pinching one stiff nub and twisting it 
around, making the guitarist nearly choke on his own breath since his nipples had always been one of his major 


erogenous zones. They sent a thrill lightning burst through his belly and gave him the last push he needed, 


Letting out a loud whine bordering on a scream due to his loud nature, Richie jerked his hips upwards as he 
released his sticky juices all over Jon's eager stroking hand, groin area cleching tightly before relieving the 
pressure that had been building, some dripping down to splatter Jon's thigh and stain the sweatpants. The older 
man bit down on Jon's shoulder to leave behind a proud red mark of even teeth. Jon came almost at the same 
time with a grunt as Richie's hand stopped unexpectedly at the head to give a tight squeeze, toes curling and 
body shaking as Richie felt the warm wetness soak his fist, having managed to catch most of the load in his 


palm. 


Richie took a moment to calm himself down throughout the aftermath, catching his breath and waiting for the 
aftershocks to pass, wiping his hand on the sheets before wrapping both arms loosely around Jon's waist. He 
kept his face nestled up against Jon's neck with his nose buried in the wild auburn mane, breathing in that 
scent of Jon mixed with the heavy scent of sex that was hanging thick in the air all around them. He couldn't 
believe how he could have ever doubted that this would serve to strengthen their relationship, or whatever it 
was, when it felt so right. Richie could feel Jon's cheek rested against the top of his head, listening to his 
breaths as they slowed to a more regular pace. He couldn't help but feel like he'd never experienced such 
closure with anyone after sexual activities, and he was sure it all depended on the fact that it was Jon he 


shared this moment with. His Jon. 


‘Just us, right..2 murmured a satisfied but insecure Jon into his ear after a moment of no words, only a 


comfortable silence as opposed to the tense one that had been laying over them during the morning. 


Richie pulled back so he could watch Jon's face, and he read concern in those big blue eyes. The guitarist had a 
feeling that this concerned a lot more than just their being together like this, that it went deeper, but he 
didn't feel the need to dig it up and ruin the moment. Instead he nodded, reaching up to smooth back those 
heavy bangs that covered the left side of Jon's pretty face, and kissed at the beauty mark on the right side 
of his nose. Smiling fondly, he hoped that was enough to quell Jon's inner turmoil for the time being. 


‘Just us, any time, he nodded, confirming that this was a pact they had made that could never be undone. 


Jon gave a small, weak but adoring smile and then pressed his lips against his newfound lover's. 


